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EARLY   DAYS   IN   L0N1>0N.  19 

by  the  captain  bold,  nor  that  we  were  in  any  degree  scan- 
dalized by  the  Bubaeqaent  incident  of  the  parish  priest 
being  bribed  by  "  a  one-pound  note  "  to  accord  Christian 
burial  to  tbe  corpse  of  a  suicide,  which  he  had  previously 
refused  to  bury.  It  may  be  feared  that  quite  aa  many 
"unfortunates"  share  the  fate  of  Miss  Bayly,  either  in 
town  or  country  quarters,  at  the  present  day  as  in  the 
early  days  of  the  century.  But  I  take  it  that  the  old- 
world  ditty  in  question  would  not  be  selected  for  nursery 
use  at  the  present  day. 

I  could  chatter  on  about  those  childish  days  in  Kcppel 
Street,  and  have  been,  I  am  afraid,  too  garrulous  already. 
What  I  have  said,  however,  is  all  illustrative  of  the  social 
changes  seventy  years  have  wrought,  and  may  at  the  same 
time  serve  to  show  that  I  started  on  my  octogenarian  ca- 
reer a  sturdy,  hardy  little  mortal,  non  sine  IHa  ammosua 
in/ana. 
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(m*(*(IimI  to  adininiiitor  a  tcaHpoonf ul  at  a  time  of  the  oordEML 
A  f(*w  inoro  vinitH  from  Dr.  Butt  set  ub  fairly  on  the 
to  riH^oviiry;  and  from  that  day,  some  sixty-eight 
ta^Of  to  tlie  present,  I  have  never  passed  one  day  in  Mi 

from  illiioMH. 


AT  WIHCHESTEB.  B1 

day  declare  that  no  anch  abeolate  authority  as  that  of  a 
prefect  at  Winchester  existed  in  England,  save  in  the  case 
of  the  captain  of  a  man-of-war.  It  should  be  observed, 
however,  in  modification  of  this,  that  any  abuse  of  this 
authority  in  the  way  of  bullying  or  cruelty  would  at  onco 
have  been  interfered  with  by  that  other  prefect,  the  vic- 
tim's tutor.  An  appeal  to  the  master  would  have  been 
about  as  much  tbonght  of  as  an  appeal  to  Jupiter  or 
Mars. 


OLD  SIARIE3.  IS  7 

of  them,  is  the  conBideration  that  au  bout  des  comptea  the 
queetion  is,  not  what  one  has  done,  but  what  one  has  be- 
come. If  one  could  flatter  one's  self  that  one  has  the  mens 
Sana  in  corpore  sano  at  seventy-seven  years,  one  might 
accept  and  condone  the  past  without  too  much  regret ;  and 
at  all  events  it  is  something  to  have  undeniably  brought 
the  latter  to  its  seventy-eighth  year. 
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memoirs  above  spoken  of,  the  more  especially  as  I  left  my 
own  story  at  the  point  where  I  had  before  me,  like  Roos- 
seau — ^and  probably  with  no  less  rose-colored  anticipations 
— un  voyage  d/aire,  et  Paris  au  boutj  and  that  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life  1 


AT  PARIS.  IC*! 

accorded  to  all  who  have  acqnire-i  high  literary  oilobrity 
in  any  conntrr. 

m  m 

"The  nann^  of  Gaizot  wa«  ir-j  well  knr.wn  In- fore  iho 
Revolation  for  the«e  oli*en-aT:on?  to  have  anv  n:-fert'ni-e 

m 

to  him."  (Cotisin  sh*>u]«i  not  have  bc-en  f..T2:"t:en.  i  "  And 
however  much  he  mav  have  difrtiDsrui-^hed  Liniself  since 
July,  1830,  his  reputation  was  made  U-f"r<-.  Thi-re  are. 
however,  little  writer*  in  prodigiou*  abun^iaiicf.  .  .  .  Nt-vcr, 
I  believe,  was  there  any  fierio'l  in  whirL  the  printinfir- 
pressea  of  France  workei  *o  hard  as  at  j  rt'-vrit.  TLo  Rov- 
olntion  of  1&30  seems  to  have  set  all  th»-  mii.'T  s]<ir::s  in 
motion.     There  is  scarce! v  a  l»^iv  *••    irj*:iM::!:cai;t.  t-r  a 

m  m 

workman  ro  unlearned,  as  to  d-.-ubi  Li*  Liiviiiir  \\.k-  jH.wer 
and  the  right  to  instrur-t  the  worM.  .  .  .  To  mv.  I  r'"«n- 
feas^  it  is  perfectly  ast'-ni^Lincr  that  any  om-  can  Imt  found 
to  class  the  writers  of  ti:is  reMle^^^  cli']'.ie  a«  'the  jitt-rary 
men  of  France.*  .  .  .  Do  not.  Ijowever,  Ix-lieve  me  cuiltv 
of  sach  presamption  as  t<^  21  vt-  you  my  own  unsn^fHirted 
judgment  as  to  the  ]KiMti«.>n  which  thi<  *new  x-IimoI.*  as 
the  dieougu  folks  aiw^ivs  call  th«.-ni*<.-lv*-*.  h-^ld  in  the  pnb- 
lic  esteem.  My  ojiinion  on  thi??  subj^.-ct  i-  iLo  rt-sult  of 
careful  inquiry  anion :r  tho-e  who  are  mrr«t  C'-mji-ti-nt  to 
give  information  n.-f-jM-^-iinir  it.  Wh^-n  ih»-  ijarn*-'  of  >u<-h 
as  are  best  known  amon^r  thi^  cla-s  of  auThor*  are  mt-n- 
tioned  in  society,  let  th*-  j^/iti'.-s  of  the  cir^-I*-  }h.-  what  they 
may,  they  are  constantly  «j»oken  of  as  a  j-ariah  castt.'  that 
must  be  kept  apart. 

"*Doyou  know Y  Las  l^-en  a  qu^rsti'tn  I  have  re- 
peatedly asked  respecting"  a  j»erson  who*»e  name  is  cited 
in  England  as  the  most  esteemed  French  writer  of  the 
age — and  so  cited,  moreovf-r,  to  prove  the  low  standard 
of  French  taste  and  principle'. 

***No,  madame,'  has  be<rn  in^arlablv  the  cold  answer. 

«*Or — r 

**  *No  ;  he  is  not  in  society." 

««Or Y 

"*Oh,  no!  His  works  live  an  hour — too  long — and  are 
forgotten.' " 

Xow,  are  the  writers  of  French  literature  of  the  present 
day,  whose  names  will  at  once  present  themselves  to  every 


IN  AUffTBIA.  ail 

her  volumes  to  Madame  Rettich.  I  subsequently  became 
intimate  with  her  very  charming  daughter  in  Italy,  and  it 
is  from  her  that  I  learned  the  fact  that  her  mother  had 
been  the  first  actress  to  personate  Goethe's  "  Gretchen  " 
on  the  stage.  Considerable  doubt  had  been  felt  as  to  the 
espediency  of  the  attempt.  But  Madame  Rettich  made 
it — not  for  the  first  time  at  Vienna,  but  at  some  provincial 
theatre — with  entire  success. 
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part  got  np  to  order,  and  repeated  witboat  moch  modifi- 
cation  aa  often  aB  lion-hunters,  duly  authorized  for  the 
sport  in  those  localities,  might  call  upon  him  for  it.  I  dare 
say  the  case  is  analogous  to  that  of  the  hero  and  the  valet, 
but  such  was  my  impreBsion, 
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said  I  to  my  wife,  as  we  stood  side  by  side  on  one  such 
ledge,  "  would  be  the  place  for  a  basband,  who  wanted 
to  get  rid  of  bis  wife,  to  accomplish  his  purpose.  Done 
in  ten  seconds  !  With  absolute  certainty !  One  push  would 
suffice !  No  cry  of  any  more  avail  than  the  screams  of 
those  gulls !  And  no  possibility  of  the  deed  being  wit- 
nessed by  any  mortal  eye !" 

I  had  hardly  got  the  words  out  of  my  mouth  before  our 
ears  were  startled  by  a  voice  hailing  jus  ;  and  after  some 
searching  of  the  eye  we  espied  a  man  engaged  in  seeking 
sea-fowls'  eggs,  who  had  placed  himself  in  a  position  winch 
I  should  have  thought  it  absolutely  impossible  to  reach, 
whence  he  had  seen  us,  as  we  now  saw  him ! 

Let  this  then,  my  brethren,  be  a  warning  to  you  ! 
13* 
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of  the  Apennine  leaves  the  city  eyeiy  night.  And  the 
duke  passed  amid  the  large  crowd  assembled  at  the  gate 
to  see  him  go,  as  peaceably  as  the  vehicle  conveying  those 
whose  days  in  Florence,  like  his,  were  at  an  end,  went  oat 
a  few  hoars  later  by  the  same  road. 
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collection  of  prints  and  drawings.    Tou  see,  therefore,  that  my  time  is 
fullj  occupied.  Yours  always,  Fb.  Pulszkt.** 

My  wife  and  I  did  subseqaently  visit  our  old  fi-iend  at 
Pesth,  and  much  enjoyed  oar  brief  stay  there  and  our  chat 
of  old  times.  But  the  work  of  reorganizing  the  museum 
was  not  yet  completed.  I  do  sincerely  hope  that  the  task 
has  been  brought  to  an  end  by  this  time,  and  that  I  may 
either  in  England  or  at  Pesth  once  again  see  Franz  Pulszky 
in  the  flesh ! 


LETTERS  FROM  MR  AND  MRS.  LEWEa  487 

in  each  of  a  couple  of  days  I  saw  every  hour  of  the  day 
jind  night  for  four  terrible  months. 

But  all  this  is  a  parenthesis  into  which  I  have  been  led, 
I  hope  excusably,  by  Mrs.  Lewes's  mention  of  my  illness. 

N.B. — I  said  at  an  early  page  of  these  recollections  that 
I  had  never  been  confined  to  my  bed  by  illness  for  a  single 
day  during  more  than  sixty  years.  The  above-mentioned 
illness  leaves  the  statement  still  true.  The  sciatica  was 
bad,  but  never  kept  me  in  bed.  Indeed,  I  was  perhaps 
in  less  torment  out  of  it. 

Here  is  the  last  letter  of  George  Eliot's  which  reached 
us.  It  is  written  by  Mrs.  Lewes  to  my  wife,  from  "  The 
Priory,  30  December,  1879  :" 

*'  DiAR  Mrs.  Trollops, — I  enclose  the  best  photograph  within  my  reach. 
To  me  all  portraits  of  him  are  objectionable,  because  I  see  him  more  riv- 
idly  and  truly  without  them.  But  I  think  this  is  the  most  like  what  he 
was  as  you  knew  him.  I  have  sent  your  anecdote  about  the  boy  to  Mr. 
Du  Maurier,  whom  it  will  suit  exactly.  I  asked  Charles  Lewes  to  copy 
it  from  your  letter  with  your  own  pretty  words  of  introduction. 

'*  Yours  affectionately,  M.  E.  Lkwes.*' 

It  is  pretty  well  too  late  in  the  day  for  me  to  lament 
the  loss  of  old  friends.  They  have  been  well-nigh  some 
time  past  all  gone.  I  have  been  exceptionally  fortunate 
in  an  aftermath  belonging  to  a  younger  generation.  But 
they  too  are  dropping  around  me  !  And  few  losses  from 
this  second  crop  have  left  a  more  regretted  void  than 
George  Henry  Lewes  and  his  wife. 
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"  Pretty  wood-bird,  pecking,  flitUng, 
Round  the  cherries  on  the  tree, 
Ware  the  scarecrow,  grimly  sitting, 
Grouched  for  silly  things,  like  thee ! 
Nurse  hath  plenty  such  in  ambush.    '  Touch  not,  for  it  bums,'*  quoth  she. 

XI. 

"And  thine  eyes'  blue  mirror  widens 
With  an  awestroke  of  belief; 
Meekly  following  that  blind  guidance. 
On  thy  finger's  rosy  sheaf, 
Blow'st  thou  softly,  fancy  wounded,  soothing  down  a  painless  grief. 

ZII. 

"Nurse  and  nursling,  learner,  teacher. 
Thus  foreshadow  things  to  come, 
When  the  girl  shall  grow  the  creature 
Of  false  terrors  vain  and  dumb. 
And  intrust  their  baleful  fetish  with  her  being's  scope  and  sum. 

zin. 

"Tlien  her  heart  shall  shrink  and  wither. 
Custom-straitened  like  her  waist. 
All  her  thought  to  cower  together. 
Huddling,  sheeplike,  with  the  rest. 
With  the  flock  of  soulless  bodies  on  a  pattern  schooled  and  laced. 

XIT. 

"Till  the  stream  of  years  encrust  her 
With  a  numbing  mail  of  stone. 
Till  her  laugh  lose  half  its  lustre, 
And  her  truth  forswear  its  tone. 
And  she  sees  God's  might  and  mercy  darkly  through  a  glass  alone! 

XV. 

"  While  our  childhood  fair  and  sacred, 
Sapless  doctrines  doth  rehearse. 
And  the  milk  of  falsehoods  acrid. 
Burns  our  babe-lips  like  a  curse. 
Cling  we  must  to  godless  prophets,  as  the  suckling  to  the  nurse. 

XVL 

"  As  the  seed  time,  so  the  reaping. 
Shame  on  us  who  overreach, 

•  "  N<m  toceare  che  hmda^^  Tuscan  proverb. 
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